2              VOYAGE  FROM  EGYPT  TO   SYRIA*
When the spacious okellas of the European
quarter, now crowned with the flags of her
respective nations, began to sink beneath the
line of the visible horizon, and the towering
column of Dioclesian, the obelisk of Cleopatra*
and the lofty lantern of the pharos were the
only objects that remained in sight to mark the
speed with which we receded from the port, I
felt a degree of regret which even the ardour
for new scenes was not sufficient to conquer. It
was in vain that I remembered the glow of en-
thusiasm with which I once saluted these proud
monuments of Alexandria's former glory, on my
first approaching Egypt's classic shores." It was
in vain that I endeavoured to recall the charm
of that fairy hope which even then, amid more
powerful causes for despondency than now ex-
isted, bore me lightly on my way, and strewed
that way with flowers. The influence of these
united feelings, often as it had supported me
before, and warmly as I courted its aid, availed
me nothing at the present moment; so that,
when the evening sun became obscured by the
dark bed of western clouds into which he sunk,
I yielded myself, in spite of every struggle of my
judgment, to the sadness of that solitude by
which I felt myself surrounded.
My eyes continued fixed upon the spot I had
quitted with such, regret, until the broken emi*